THE    ^VOMEN 

OF    THE 

EVERLASTING  COYENANT. 


TO  MY  MOTHER, 

WHOSE    LIFE     AND     CHARACTER     ARE     FAITHFUL     EX- 
PONENTS  OF  THE  PRINCIPLES  HEREIN  PORTRAYED, 
AND   TO   ALIi  MOTHERS  IN  ISRAEL  WHOSE  LIVES 
SHOW  EQUAL  VIRTUE  AND  INTEGRITY,  THIS 
POEM  IS  AFFECTIONATELY  DEDICATED. 


^lEROINES  Of  unsounded  fame!  I  raise 
4J&,   A-  feeble  voice  to  sing  your  virtues'  praise; 

"       But  themes  are  few,  and  inspiration  rare. 
Whose  words  suffice  your  merits  to  declai-e. 
'Tis  glorified  where  angel  tongues  approve, 
Enrolled  among  the  hallowed  claims  of  T.ovo, 
Where  voices,  soaring  in  celestial  song. 
Resound  the  realms  of  Endless  Life  among. 
These  honor  give,  where  Honor's  wealth  is  duo, 
A  hymn  of  Heaven's  praise  for  hearts  as  true. 
And  echoes,  soft  as  rains  in  early  Spring, 
Bequeathe  to  Earth  the  jNIuse's  offering. 

Heroic  spirits  of  a  chosen  race! 

Through  tears  of  welling  sympath}^  I  trace 

The  record-leaves  whose  silent  tongues  unfold 

A  part  of  what  could  never  all  be  told. 

And  bow  in  admiration  at  the  shrine 

Whose  incense — woman's  love — proclaims  it  thiiio. 

Of  all  the  virtues  that,  uniting,  frame 

The  lofty  column  reared  to  Duty's  name — 

Whose  summit  pencils  on  the  glowing  sk}^ 

The  deeds  of  those  whose  names  refuse  to  die — 

O'er-crowning  all,  in  triumpli  of  device, 

Is  woman's  life  of  love— Self-Sacrifice. 

For  others'  oood;  the  grandest,  godliest  theme 

That  e'er  inspired  a  mortal  poet's  dream, 


Or,  in  yon  upper  worlds  of  starry  tire, 
Awoke  the  music  of  an  angel's  lyre. 
The  holiest,  far,  that  ever  yet  had  birth 
Sint-e  moulded  Cbaos  took  tlie  name  of  Earth, 
And  pressed  tlie  bosom  of  their  mother  sod. 
The  sons  and  daughters  of  primeval  God. 
Would  frowning  Incredulity  intrude, 
To  raise  the  signal  of  Ingratitude? 
Corrosive  Jealousy,  devoid  of  ruth, 
Tarnisli  the  lustre  of  eternal  Truth? 
The  slumb'ring  fires  of  History  shall  flame 
The  proof  that  liides  Dubiety  in  shame. 
Far  up  the  storied  heights  of  bygone  days. 
In  kindling  cliain,  the  beacon  embers  blaze: 
Since  mother  Eve  from  Eden's  bower  fell, 
A  virgin  Earth  with  teeming  life  to  swell; 
Since  Sarah,  lionoring  her  God's  command, 
Bestowed  her  maid  into  her  husband's  hand; 
Or  thousands,  who  as  nobly  lived  and  died, 
No  rival  virtue  may  thy  crown  divide. 
Need  other  pages  be  re-visioned  o'er. 
The  later  times  evolve  tlieir  hidden  store. 
Til'  unselfish  nature  of  true  woman's  love- 
That  oft-exampled  verit3^— to  prove? 
Tlien,  let  an  ever-doubting  world  behold 
The  truths  a  living  present  can  unfold; 
Ye  roving  breezes!    Catch  the  rising  sound, 
.Vnd  let  it  from  the  vaulted  heav'ns  redound 
Upon  the  ingrate  source  whence  Cavil  sprung — 
ITnfamed,  and  envious  because  unsung — 
Till  e'en  tlie  silent  stones  with  echoes  ring. 
And  proverbs,  ro-afiirmed,  conviction  bring: 
"Within  that  mighty  graveyard,  called  the  Past — 
Whose  hoary  relics  linger  through  the  l)last 
<  If  stormy  Change  or  enervating  Age, 
And  still  preserve  their  time's  unwritten  page — 
Where  look  for  monuments  of  nobler  stand, 
Upreared  by  Laljor's  wonder-working  hand. 
Than  court,  with  pride,  the  sun-illumined  dome, 
l<'rom  the  wid'ning  vales  of  Israel's  Mountain  Home? 
Within  tlie  temples  of  recorded  praise, 
Wlierc  Glory  shrines  the  arts  of  other  days, 
From  darkened  Babel's  lioaven-searching  Tow'r, 
Down  through  the  cycled  ages,  till  the  liour 
When  Ephraiin's  Prophet  to  the  world  revealed 
The  ancient  rites  by  erring  Rome  concealed, 


Where  seek  the  wonders,  rivallmg  in  fame 
The  martyr's  crown  inscribed  with  Zion's  name? 
Behold  her  laurels!    Aye,  of  endless  bloom, 
Above  the  Fiat,  whose  relentless  doom, 
Ignoring  haughty  Science'  puerile  strife, 
Pronounces  death  and  change  on  all  of  life. 
The  hallowed  bays  that  deck  her  furrowed  brow. 
Surpassing  in  their  beauty,  even  now, 
So  promising  their  vernal  glories  grow. 
In  Heav'n's  eternal  Summer  yet  shall  glovr. 
The  honors  of  the  world  may  pass  away, 
But  such  as  these  shall  never  know  decay;  " 
In  that  To  Be,  whose  coming  shuns  reprieve 
Whose  portal  won,  liope  dies  of  past  retrieve, 
Where  righteous  laws  just  dues  of  merit  give, 
They  cannot  die— they  but  begin  to  live. 

But  who  shall  name  the  cost— the  sacrifice 

Of  eartlily  blessings  for  a  promised  price, 

The  mothers  of  a  more  than  Spartan  race. 

Compelled  their  souls  of  halting  dread,  to  face? 

Can  liuman  eye,  or  pen,  or  tongue  disclose 

The  pain  another  bosom  undergoes? 

Or  finite  vision's  artful  searching  find 

The  woes  that  shade  a  silence-haunted  mind? 

What  other  voice,  than  Zion's  own,  shall  break 

Her  sutterings  for  lioly  Conscience'  sake; 

Whose  words,  than  modern  Sarah's,  e'er  shall  tell 

The  story  of  a  burden  borne  so  well? 

0  ye,  who  marvel  faith's  disparity! 

Gaze  on  the  book  with  eye  of  charity, 

2ior  deem  the  simpler  lessons,  written  there. 

Of  worth  devoid,  of  moral  beauty  bare; 

Nor  judge  in  haste,  lest,  haply,  tliou  condemn 

The  things  'twere  better  honor  than  contemn, 

IVjr  Truth  oft  dazzles  Judgment  with  its  rays, 

And  the  Lord's  ways  are  not  as  mortals'  ways. 

Behold  my  Law!    Th"  immutable  decree 
lirought  Israel,  on  lowly  bended  knee. 
Before  Jehovah's  throne,  with  quiv'ring  breath, 
lleaolved  to  live,  what  seemed  a  living  death. 
Or  die  in  holding  the  ujilifted  hand, 
Sustaining  God  Almighty's  dread  command. 
'Tvvas  thus  Celestial  Marriage  was  revealed. 
The  Patriarchal  Order,  long  concealed, 
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Thro'  mystic  Babel's  guile  and  ignorance 

Subverting  Israel's  ancient  ordinance. 

The  Abrahamic  Covenant,  restored 

To  raise  a  chosen  seed  unto  the  Lord 

On  Joseph's  fruitful  bough,  whose  branches  fall 

Athwart  the  spreading  Ocean's  briny  wall, 

Deep  nourished  by  an  ever-flowing  well 

Of  blessings  from  his  father  Israel. 

The  law  divine,  in  olden  days  revered, 

The  sky  wherein  Messiali's  star  appeared, 

Condition  of  a  blest  maternity, 

Within  the  mansions  of  Eternity', 

Where  love-united  souls  perpetuate 

The  joys  that  death  could  not  invalidate, 

And  bound  by  links  forged  in  terrestrial  years, 

Are  chained  the  endless  systems  of  the  spheres. 

Tlian  by  life-giving  means  increasing  fast. 

Ere  dawns  the  Day,  by  prophets  named  the  Last, 

How  Ephraim  gain  his  patriarchal  boon. 

Outnumbering  Manasseh,  ten  for  one? 

How  unembodied  spirits'  destiny 

Be  filled,  ere  "Time  unveils  Eternity?  " 

Or  Earth,  responding  to  Creative  will, 

Predestined  law  and  lott>:;d  measure  fill. 

Did  not  tlie  sons  of  Abra'm's  fated  race, 

By  godlike  deeds,  win  godlike  name  and  place? 


Do  "Cliristians"  orthodox,  with  sore  surprise, 

Pray'r-breathing  lips  and  malice-speaking  eyes, 

Implore  tlieir  deified  nonentity — 

Creation's  negative  identit3^ — 

To  l)lister,  with  an  ineffective  rage, 

Heretic  Thought  that  shames  Tradition  sage? 

Or  turn  from  gods,  of  "parts  and  passions"  void 

To  pow'rs  enthroned  on  dark  Potomac's  tide. 

With  praj'erful  groans  for  outraged  "Christendom," 

Against  the  glaring  sins  of  "Mormondom?" 

Aye,  marvel  well,  self-righteous  Pharisee, 

Well  named,  thou  hydra-headed  Mystery! 

Thy  seers  are  covered  and  thy  senses  blind, 

A  fool,  in  wisdom,  ne'er  could  wisdom  find. 

Exploring  Faith  must  ever  sacrifice 

The  groping  ways  of  mindless  Prejudice, 

And  Reason's  spark,  "the  human  gift  divine," 

Within  tiic  lamp  of  Thought  unclouded  shine; 


Then  shall  its  rays  the  jewel  Truth  discern, 
While  lips  that  murmur  precious  doctrine  learn, 
And  piercing,  solve  that  wondered  mystery — 
A  marvel  in  the  realms  of  history — 
Why  chosen  rule  of  centuries  made  way 
For  new-born  Innovation's  novel  sway, 
Why  tyrant  Custom,  from  his  throne  was  hurl'd, 
When  Ephraim's  star  new  dawned  upon  the  world. 

"Behold  the  Bridegroom  cometh  !  "  was  the  cry, 

Loud  pealing  from  a  newly-opened  sky, 

And  on  the  hearts  of  thousands,  gladd'ning  fell, 

Like  sunshine  on  the  rolling  Ocean's  swell; 

When,  following  on  the  tardy  steps  of  night. 

The  orient  pale  bespeaks  the  coming  light. 

And  the  angry  storm-king,  mutt'i-ing,  rolls  away 

As  golden  Sol  resumes  his  smiling  sway. 

The  seal  of  generations  broke  at  last. 

And  lo,  the  future  and  the  hidden  past — 

The  giant  flames  of  hope  and  memory — 

Uniting,  form  Creation's  canopy. 

The  glorious  beams  of  Gospel  light  and  peace. 

In  native  warmth  and  brilliancy  increase, 

While  swift-appearing  signals  of  the  time 

Invest  Prediction  with  a  truth  sublime. 

A  herald  from  the  Kingdom  of  the  Skies 

Rewards  the  vigils  of  the  virgins  wise, 

"Behold  the  Bridegroom  cometh!"  was  his  cry, 

And  "Lo  we  come  to  meet  him!"  the  reply. 

Not  swifter  doth  the  pointed  Lightning  trace 

The  wrath  of  God  on  shadowed  Nature's  face, 

Than  messengers,  on  wings  of  joy,  returned 

To  where,  On  High,  celestial  splendors  burned. 

And  rend 'ring  Zion's  earth-responded  words, 

Where,  throned  in  glory,  reigns  the  Lord  of  Lords, 

And  unembodied  hosts  impatient  wait 

To  share,  on  earth,  complaining  mortal's  fate, 

Th'  empyreal  dome  witla  joyous  thunders  rung, 

As  erst,  when  morning  .stars  in  chorus  sung. 

The  Sisters,  nobly  rallying  at  the  call, 
Upon  the  altar  laid  their  sacred  all; 
Like  martyrs  at  the  Inquisition's  stake, 
Who  dared  to  die  for  dear  Conviction's  sake, 
With  fearless  faith  and  bleeding  bosoms  stood 
To  yield  their  lives,  if  need,  for  others'  good. 
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The  voiceful  winds  their  watchword  onward  bore: 

"REaENERATiox!    Now  and  Evermore!" 

As,  armed  with  mighty  faith  no  foe  could  vaunt, 

No  pow'r  appal,  no  pending  danger  daunt, 

The  valiant  few,  of  willing  heart  and  hand, 

Along  the  front  of  battle  took  their  stand, 

A  war  for  woman's  dearest  rights  to  wage, 

To  usher  in  the  dawn  of  Woman's  Age. 

Upon  their  snowy  banner's  folds,  is  seen, 

Engrossed  in  characters  of  golden  sheen : 

Up  with  the  Guardian  of  Social  Purity, 

Hymeneal  emblem  of  Futurity, 

Th'  Asylum  of  Reform  and  Penitence, 

God-given  boon  to  homeless  Innocence! 

And  down  with  wayward  Rome's  economy. 

Parent  of  nameless  ills— Monogamy; 

The  advocate  of  empire-crumbling  Vice, 

Immolating  Person  on  the  shrine  of  Price! 

r.et  Innocence  no  more  be  child  of  Shame, 

Lot  Nature's  needs  the  laws  of  nature  frame, 

I^et  marriage  be  "honorable  in  all," 

Untrammeled  by  a  monogamic  wall 

(If  selfishness  and  rank  hypocrisy— 

The  gift  of  Pagan  aristocracy. 

Shall  man's  Ijrief-sighted  wisdom  interfere 

With  righteous  rule,  by  contrast  rendered  dear? 

Esteemed  of  him  l)ehest  of  little  worth; 

"Redeem  the  waste  and  fill  the  barren  earth?" 

Dare  "Christian"  Bigotry  assign  of  hell 

The  law  that  framed  the  House  of  Israel? 

Condemn  as  barbarous  or  brand  as  crime 

The  lieaven-favored  rites  of  olden  time? 

With  judgment  chained  by  prejudice,  renounce 

Tlie  fairest  truths  of  Scripture,  and  denounce 

The  ones  Almighty  God  could  condescend 

To  own  as  Chosen  and  to  name  as  Friend? 

Befoul  the  words  that,  glittering,  begem 

The  pearly  gates  of  New  .lerusalem. 

Yet,  in  the  Hereafter,  meet  tliem  face  to  face 

And  crave  admi'^tance  to  that  holy  place? 

O,  blusli  for  shame,  false-hearted  Christendy, 

Thou  synonym  for  inconsistency! 

To  shroud  tlic  Gospel  in  the  shades  of  night 

Yet  boast  tlu;  spread  of  evangelic  light; 

Loud  vaunt  tlie  Scriptures  as  a  sacred  prize, 

Yet  teach  mankind  its  virtues  to  despise; 
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With  holy  horror  gaze  on  Jacob's  bed, 

And  recommend  the  Caesar's  couch  instead. 

With  all  thy  garnered  lore,  most  ignorant 

Beneath  the  light-reflecting  firmament. 

Thy  solemn  forms,  a  void  hypocrisy, 

Thy  hollow  groans,  a  mournful  mockery, 

Thy  worshipers,  unconscious  infidels, 

Of  immaterial  gods  and  endless  hells, 

And  thou,  the  Harlot  Mother,  giving  birth 

To  all  the  abominations  of  the  earth. 

No  longer  point  the  finger  of  thy  scorn 

At  virtues,  from  thy  brow  forever  shorn; 

No  more  deride  what  Holy  Writs  defend. 

So  far  above  thy  pow'r  to  comprehend! 

Let  Reason's  quick'ning  fire  penetrate 

Thy  darkened  soul,  behind  its  dungeon  grate, 

Ere  EuA^y's  tongue  eternal  Truth  decries 

Whose  splendors  daze  the  glance  whose  scorn  denies. 

And  till  thy  bloody  robes  are  purged  as  clean 

As  those  that  wake,  yet  shame  thy  jealous  spleen. 

Ne'er  threat  extermination  to  a  Cause, 

Whose  only  crime's  obeying  heaven's  laws! 

Restrain  thj^  burning,  pompous-worded  wratli, 

CoUossal  Philistine  of  modern  Gath! 

Nor  'gainst  the  pure  and  meek  and  innocent, 

From  giant  bow  thy  deadly  shaft  be  sent; 

The  God  of  David  reigns  above  thee  still. 

To  fight  the  battles  of  his  Israel, 

And  e'en,  to  vie,  tho'  hostile  millions  spring. 

The  fated  Stone  yet  arms  the  Shepherd's  sling. 


Women  of  America!     Give  ear! 

Maternity,  the  voice  of  Nature  hear! 

Obedience,  listen  to  the  call  of  Love, 

Descending  with  glad  tidings  from  above! 

Too  long  hath  iron  Tyranny  coerced 

The  gentle  hearts,  forbidden  e'en  to  burst, 

Too  long  hath  haughty  man's  preclusive  pride 

The  meed  of  woman's  worthiness  denied. 

'Tis  finished.    The  thrilling  battle  cry 

"Of  Woman's  Rights"  now  rends  tho  echoing  sky 

As  speed,  on  lightning  wings,  from  clime  to  clime, 

The  phantom  heralds  of  a  dying  Time. 

Her  sun,  ascending  like  an  orison, 

Beams  brightly  on  the  glowing  horizon. 
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Dispelling  clouds  that  linger  in  its  way, 
Like  mountain  mists  before  the  god  of  day. 
Its  course  is  marked,  its  radiance  fair  and  true, 
Its  origin  of  earth,  to  heaven  due, 
The  emblem  bright  of  happiness  and  home, 
Its  aim's  the  zenith  of  Creation's  dome. 
Young  Zion,  as  the  nations'  pioneei". 
Summons  the  legions  of  the  main  and  rear. 
Ye  women  of  the  world,  Eve's  daughters,  all ! 
Respond,  in  myriad  force,  your  leader's  call. 
Hear  not  the  poisoned  tongues  of  Zion's  foes. 
Whose  specious  fabrications  would  impose 
A  barrier  to  the  union  and  redress 
Of  wrongs — the  ripened  harvest  of  duress. 
Nor  heed  of  doctrines'  wide  divergent  ways 
Nor  resurrect  the  scenes  of  buried  days. 
Let  mutual  friendship  bridge  the  chasm  o'er 
And  Peace  and  Union  reign  forevermore. 


Brave  Daughters  of  the  Desert,  tried  and  true! 

The  Muse  would  breathe  a  parting  word  to  you, 

Who,  heedless  of  tlie  odium  and  scorn 

Of  Ignorance,  from  servile  Envy  born. 

Thro'  scenes  of  toiling  woe  and  adverse  fate. 

To  make  the  soul  of  Courage  hesitate, 

Approved  the  wisdom  of  the  stern  decree 

That  burst  the  bonds  of  woman's  slavery, 

Roused  slumb'ring  Freedom  from  her  dream  of  rest,. 

And  faxed  the  Star  of  Glory  on  her  breast. 

Admiring  millions  yet  shall  view  thy  name 

Emljlazed  \\\}ox\  the  storied  shaft  of  Fame, 

And  while  tliey  read,  and  weeping,  linger  o'er 

Remembered  deeds  of  ages  gone  before. 

Fair  Poesy  her  golden  harp  shall  siring. 

And  in  her  loftiest,  smoothest  numbers  sing 

Of  those,  who,  Ijraving  still  the  skeptic's  sneer. 

The  "Christian's"  hatred  and  the  coward's  fear, 

Wrought  out  the  prol^lem  deep  of  Social  Life, 

Made  Womanhood  the  synonym  for  Wife, 

And  nurs'd  the  chrysalis  whose  glorious  ))irth 

Soared  heavenward  and  overwhelmed  the  earth. 

You've  fought  the  Fight,  the  Cross  for  nnllions  borne. 

In  every  phase  the  garb  of  Meekness  worn. 

Upheld  the  Faith  in  primal  purity. 

On  Hardshii>'s  rock  enthroned  Security, 
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And  in  th'  eternal  Future,  dawning  near, 
Whose  music,  even  now,  salutes  the  ear, 
As  turn,  on  golden  hinge,  the  pearly  gates, 
Transcendant  Recompense  thy  coming  waits. 

My  mother!    On  thy  pale  and  care-lined  brow, 
O'erhung  with  Sorrow's  wreath  of  silver  snow, 
Outvying  fabled  Splendor's  fairest  gem. 
Shall  shine,  in  heaven's  light,  a  diadem. 
Thy  tear-dimmed  eye  shall  be  forever  bright, 
Thy  form  renewed  and  robed  in  living  light. 
Where  souls  redeemed,  immortal  glories  share, 
And  God  is  near,  and  Love  is  everywhere. 

O.  F.  Wliitney. 
Elyria,  Ohio,  January,  1878. 


THE  LAND  OF  SHINEHAH. 


THE  WRITER  OF  THE  POEM  IS  REPRESENTED  AS  CON- 
TEMPLATING THE  KIRTLAND  OF  TO-DAY,  AND  CON- 
TRASTING IT  WITH  ITS  CONDITION  FORTY  Y'EARS  AGO. 


'Jt^NTHRONED  upon  the  verdure-covered  hills, 
^t    Kissed  by  the  dews  that  feed  her  gushing  rills, 

Wooed  by  the  waves  afar  on  Erie's  strand, 
Is  Shinehah — the  fair  and  favored  land. 
The  cradle  of  a  nation  thou  hast  been! 
The  rise  of  Zion's  glory  thou  hast  seen! 
A  Pentecost,  a  Prophet  to  thee  sent. 
And  later  still  a  people's  banishment. 
Awake,  my  Muse!     Let  soaring  numbers  tlow, 
Leave  poorer  themes  of  story  far  below; 
Let  exiled  Israel's  cause  my  soul  inspire 
To  write  with  burning  zeal  and  pen  of  fire. 

Full  forty  changing  years  have  rolled  away 
Since  garnered  Ephraim  held  his  moral  sway 
O'er  Shinehah — the  pi-imal  ottering 
On  the  altar  of  an  Israel's  Gathering. 
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Since  Babylon  her  prison-bound  gave  up, 

Since  ransomed  souls  first  knew  her  poisoned  cup, 

And  knowing,  spurned  the  draught,  flung  oft  the  yoke 

Of  galling  Mystery,  so  long  bespoke— 

Which  ruled  the  nations  with  an  iron  rod, 

Imbrued  her  garments  with  the  martyr's  blood. 

Drowned  cries  of  anguish  in  the  widow's  tears. 

And  reigned  in  guilt  tor  eighteen  hundred  years — 

And  leaving  all,  but  trust  in  Abra'm's  God, 

With  steadfast  hold  upon  Salvation's  rod. 

In  emigrating  concourse  westward  poured, 

To  swell  tlie  growing  army  of  the  Lord; 

To  rear  an  holy  Temple  to  His  name; 

To  face  the  storm  of  hatred  and  of  blame 

Attending  e'er  the  labors  of  the  good, 

With  patience,  hope  and  Christian  fortitude; 

To  clear  the  way  for  myriads'  increase— 

A  prelude  heralding  the  Reign  of  Peace — 

And  onward  press  to  that  eternal  goal, 

Wliose  end  gives  mortal  part  immortal  whole. 

0  Time  !    How  well  thy  wonder-working  power 
Hath  wrought  the  changes  of  the  passing  hour  ! 
How  ill  this  drooping  picture,  lone  and  sere. 
Declares  the  In-ighter  past  that  once  was  here  ! 
As  some  fresh  landscape  withered  to  a  wast(> 
By  torrid  blazing  Sol's  imperious  haste, 

Or  summer's  forest  bloom  in  autumn  seen. 
So  brown  and  wrinkled  its  erst  joyous  green, 
The  phase  is  one  for  introversive  minds. 
Whose  selfish  melancholy  strangely  finds 
A  comfort  in  discomfort,  woe  in  bliss, 
And  sweet  communion  in  a  scene  like  this. 

1  stand  upon  the  summit  of  a  hill; 

The  evening  shades,  descending  cold  and  slill. 

Are  folding  in  the  sable  pall  of  night, 

The  twilight  beauties  fading  on  the  sight. 

But  far  away,  in  colors  warm  and  true. 

My  vivid  fancy  sees  another  view 

Rise  clear  and  bright  upon  the  mental  gaze, 

Like  wakened  memories  of  forgotten  days. 

Far  down  the  vista,  lined  bj'  two  score  years, 

The  grander  panorama's  front  appears, 

A  moving  vision  on  the  senses  cast, 

A  glowing  present  of  the  withered  past. 
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I  see  a  great  and  growing  multitude, 

From  the  four  extremes  of  earthly  finitude, 

From  climes  remote  and  islands  of  the  sea, 

LTnited  close  in  pure  fraternity. 

A  brotherhood  peculiar,  brave  and  true, 

Of  form  and  feature  various  to  view. 

Of  natures  ditferent,  but  e'er  the  same 

In  spirit,  faith  and  love  for  Jesus'  name; 

"Frota  every  nation  under  heaven's  sun  "— 

The  prophecy's  fulfillment  is  begun, 

And  these,  the  scattered  sheep  of  Israel's  baml, 

Recalled  and  gathered  out  from  every  land. 

The  lively  Frank,  the  sober-eyed  Teuton, 

The  Gael,  the  hardy  sons  of  Albion, 

The  sea-born  Norse,  Helvetia's  mountaineers, 

Italia's  husbandry  and  Wales'  colliers. 

The  Celt,  the  heroes  of  Sarmatia's  plain. 

The  Swede,  the  Muscovite,  the  blue-eyed  Dane; 

And  last  to  mention,  but  not  least  to  fame. 

The  nobles  chosen  in  fair  Freedom's  name, 

Tlie  elect  of  Puritanic  nerve  and  source. 

The  life  of  liberty,  the  strength  of  force, 

America's  true  souls— the  patriot  blood 

Cementing  fast  the  bonds  of  brotherhood. 

One  form,  of  nature's  proud  and  perfect  mould, 
The  noble  shepherd  of  a  chosen  fold, 
Now  towei-s  aloft  in  unassuming  pride, 
'  Above  the  mass  that  throngs  on  every  side. 
And  seems  to  rule  the  tenor  of  their  ways. 
E'en  as  the  sun  illumines  with  its  rays 
The  multi-varied  leaves  of  autumn  woods, 
His  countenance  upon  the  multitudes, 
So  placid,  smiling,  gentle  and  benign, 
With  equal  love  on  all  appears  to  shine. 
To  him  they  look  for  counsel  and  advice. 
For  him  they  value  life  a  feeble  price. 
With  him  they  stard— their  tr-iest  earthly  friend- 
By  him  they've  sworn  to  cleave  unto  the  end. 
No  marvel  this,  if  once  the  truth  be  told. 
The  shepherd's  name  who  leads  his  Master's  fold 
Where  "living  water"  from  the  Fountain  plays, 
Ts  Joseph— the  Prophet  of  the  Latter  Days. 
A  name  well  known  to  all,  and  honored  well 
Where'er  the  ransomed  sons  of  Ephraini  dwell, 
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Where'er  Prediction's  pages  are  believed, 

Where'er  the  Gospel  message  is  received; 

Elias,  tlie  restorer  of  the  Light 

To  nations  walking  in  the  glooms  of  night, 

Th'  unlearned  man,  revealing  mysteries 

Whose  plaini;ess  mocks  the  wisdom  of  the  wise; 

The  Seer  brought  forth  from  Joseph's  princely  line, 

To  hold  the  earthly  keys  of  power  divine. 

To  gather  Israel,  as  long  foretold 

By  all  the  prophets  and  the  seers  of  old. 

I  look  again — the  vision  still  remains. 

In  deepening  night  its  glowing  color  gains. 

The  masses  now,  in  busy  working  show, 

Like  honeybees  are  moving  to  and  fro. 

The  fruits  of  brawny  arm  and  sturdy  will 

Are  manifest  on  meadow,  grove  and  hill; 

And  industry,  the  "^Mormon's"  honest  pride, 

With  peace  and  plentj^  smiles  on  every  side. 

The  soil  is  tilled,  a  city  planned  and  laid. 

Roads,  bridges  built,  and  dwellings  made. 

The  poor  from  foreign  lands  still  thronging  come. 

To  find  in  Zion's  heart  a  welcome  home, 

AVhere  genius  unfettered,  laith  as  free, 

May  prosper  in  a  land  of  liberty. 

And  lo!  whore  yonder  walls  in  triumph  rise, 

A  Temple  lifts  its  spire  into  the  skies; 

A  House  of  God,  erected  by  the  Saints, 

The  link  that  binds,  l)y  holy  ordinance. 

Empyrean  hosts  witli  creatures  of  the  earth. 

Where  mortal  vows  take  on  immortal  worth. 

All  nature  smiles  to  see;  the  heavens  shake 

For  Israel's  good,  and  things  tlie  prophets  spake 

By  inspiration's  tongue  are  part  fulfilled, 

God's  word  and  Ephraim's  fortunes  reconciled. 

Is  this  the  end?    Ah  no.     What  history 

Of  godly  (.'hristian  lives  didst  ever  see 

Whose  chronicles  fail  ever  to  record 

The  answering  fulness  of  prophetic  word? 

Will  Persecution's  tire  o'er  cease  to  burn 

While  devils  rage  and  friends  to  traitors  turn? 

While  Satan's  guile  in  lurkhig  ambush  waits, 

While  Mystery  Babylon  predominates? 

E'en  now  is  seen  the  gathering  thunder-cloud, 

And  heard  is  Envy  breathing  slanders  loud; 
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Apostacy  its  poison  fangs  disclose, 

Tried,  trusted  friends  are  turned  to  bitter  foes. 

The  scales  of  Justice  on  unequal  poise 

Are  held  by  prejudice.    The  law  destroys 

The  purpose  of  its  forming.    Lawless  mobs, 

Whose  violence  the  name  of  Justice  robs, 

Professing  law,  bid  honest  law  defiance, 

And  legal  powers  sanction  the  alliance. 

Saints'  lives  and  fortunes  stand  in  jeopardy, 

Though  loyal  workers  in  a  land  of  liberty; 

False  accusations  made  and  charges  sworn 

Cause  Zion's  heart  to  bleed  and  people  mourn. 

The  storm  increases  to  a  tempest  now. 

The  bravest  spirits  bend  beneath  its  blow; 

Some  bear  in  patience  for  the  Gospel's  sake, 

But  many,  fearing  man,  its  cause  forsake. 

Vexatious  suits  and  threats  of  violence 

Are  urged  on  unoffending  innocence. 

Till,  harassed,  weak  and  worn  with  ceaseless  strife, 

The  Prophet  flies  in  haste  to  save  his  life. 

Now  mobocratic  triumph  is  complete. 

Yet  Envy's  fire  burns  with  fever  heat, 

And  Fraud  and  "Christian"  Hatred,  joining  hands, 

Are  scattering  wide  the  flaming  firebrands. 

Look!    Student  o'er  the  annals  of  the  past, 

Where  History  remoulds  its  former  cast! 

See  ancient  Christianity  rehearsed— 

A  nation  peeled  and  scattered  from  the  first— 

And  know  this  truth:  where'er  the  Chosen  dwell, 

Aggressive  vie  the  jealous  fiends  of  hell; 

For  godly  lives  will  ever  suffer  so. 

Whoe'er  salvation  wins  must  sorrow  know. 

Such  things  must  be— the  great  Redeemer  died, 

Lest  man  immortal  life  should  be  denied. 

And  sealed  His  testimony  with  His  blood, 

To  raise  His  fallen  brethren  up  to  God. 

And  Saints  will  suffer,  Israel's  blood  be  spUled, 

Until  the  Gentile  seasons  are  fulfilled. 

But  woe  to  them  by  whom  the  offences  come, 

Their  deeds  record  a  swift  approaching  doom. 

The  future  in  its  fold  of  mystery 

Contains  a  book  of  stranger  history 

Than  ever  yet  was  conned  by  mortal  man 

Since  mundane  spheres  eternal  rounds  l^egan. 


The  wrongs  of  ages  cry  for  recompense, 
And  hidden  things  for  open  prominence, 
Offended  Majesty  of  powers  on  high 
Appoints  the  day  of  retribution  nigh. 
Thus  far,  the  story  of  the  Saints  is  told; 
The  record  of  their  grievous  wrongs  unrolled, 
Where  they,  from  Zion's  stake  departing,  drew 
Their  earthly  all  to  Zion  in  Nauvoo. 

Fair  Shinehah!  thy  land  so  desolate— 

A  wounded  bird  deserted  by  its  mate, 

The  plumage  from  its  bleeding  body  torn, 

A  picture  is  of  loneliness  forlorn. 

Thy  Temple,  once  the  glory  and  the  pride 

Of  sons  and  daughters  nurtured  at  thy  side, 

Though  held  by  Zion's  traitor  enemies, 

Remains  of  Rigdon's  wayward  heresies, 

In  solemn  dignity  uprears  its  head, 

As  loth  to  join  the  dying  and  the  dead— 

The  wrecks  that  strew  the  surface  of  the  ground 

In  picturesque  profusion  wide  around— 

And  sad,  yet  watchful,  guards  the  crumljling  stones- 

The  relics  of  its  country's  exiled  sons. 

Hegira  of  a  modern  Israel, 

What  wondrous  themes  thy  tear-washed  annals  tell ! 

Examples  great  of  suffering  fortitude, 

Rare  patience  and  heroic  hardihood; 

Undaunted  courage,  daring  to  oppose 

With  faith  unshaken,  swarms  of  bitter  foes. 

A  trust  in  God  no  earthly  power  could  shake, 

A  trust  the  legion  fiends  essay  to  break, 

But  failing,  all  their  hellish  schemes  enlist 

To  crush  the  Truth  their  arts  could  not  resist; 

Thus  tyrant  Error  will  in  every  age. 

When  Reason  fails,  invoke  the  demon  Rage. 

Designing  priestcraft— systems  made  of  men, 

Entrenched  m  mystery  from  Reason's  ken, 

To  screen  their  hideous  decrepitudes 

From  eredulous  and  blinded  multitiules, 

"  Delusion!"  cry,  and  loose  with  calls  of  war 

The  reins  of  Persecution's  battle-car, 

Envenom  Virtue's  name  with  Sland(a-'s  breath. 

On  ruined  Honor  stamp  the  seal  of  death, 

And  burning  "  heresy"  to  ashes,  claim 

Another  victory  "  in  Jesus'  name." 
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O  Babylon!  -what  streams  of  human  blood 
Unite  to  swell  thy  crimson  rolling  flood  ! 
The  cry  of  millions,  bound  within  thy  thralls, 
Deceived  and  lost,  on  God  for  vengeance  calls. 
The  prayers  of  martyrs  murdered  for  the  TrutJi, 
Appeals  of  widows  for  their  orphaned  youth. 
The  blood  of  innocence  thy  hand  hath  shed, 
Pronounce  a  curse  upon  thy  guiltj'^  head. 
And  thou  shalt  fall,  and  great  thy  fall  shall  be, 
A  ponderous  millstone  cast  into  the  sea; 
Internal  night  shall  shroud  thee  in  its  gloom, 
And  Truth  shall  triumph  in  thy  day  of  doom. 

Rejoice,  O  Zion!    Thy  redemption's  nigh, 
Thy  rising  glory  was  not  born  to  die. 
Though  now  thy  deeds  recounted  are  with  scorn, 
The  coming  generations,  yet  unborn. 
Will  rise  and  call  thee  blest — with  joy  partake 
Thy  blood-bought  honors  won  for  Jesus'  sake; 
And  many  people  yet  shall  come  to  thee, 
From  every  land  and  clime  beyond  the  sea. 
Crying:     "Behold  the  Mountain  of  the  Lord, 
The  House  established  by  his  plighted  word. 
The  Ensign  on  the  mountains  of  the  West, 
Beneath  whose  folds  awaits  tlie  promised  rest. 
Come,  let  us  fly  the  judgments  of  that  day. 
When  wickedness  from  earth  shall  pass  away. 
When  all  who  answer  not  the  warning  call. 
With  Babylon  must  crumble  in  her  fall." 
Tliy  virtue  Virtue's  votaries  shall  draw, 
For  out  of  Zion  lias  gone  forth  the  law, 
Till  all  the  nations  under  heaven's  sun 
United  are  eternally  in  one. 
"Thy  dawn  thus  kindling  to  eternal  day," 
Kesplendent  over  all  the  earth  shall  sway. 

Then  shout,  ye  sons  of  God,  in  gladsome  noise, 
Hosanna  to  the  Source  of  all  your  joys! 
An  echo  to  the  great  primeval  Voice 
Tliat  bade  the  early  morning  stars  rejoice 
When  pre-existent  spirits  woke  the  strain, 
Announcing  their  descent  to  spheres  mundane. 
Take  up  the  theme,  ye  warriors  of  the  Cross! 
Count  other  earthly  gains  as  earthly  dross. 
And  let  the  darkened  minds  of  Babylon 
Behold  the  day  ere  yet  tlie  night  comes  on. 
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Up!    Rouse,  ye  remnants  of  a  noble  race, 

Where'er  ye  move  upon  the  world's  broad  face! 

Ye  heirs  of  Joseph's  house,  lone,  stricken  band, 

Assume  your  plaie  as  judges  in  the  land! 

Shake  off  tlie  cloak  of  filth  and  ignorance, 

Which  long  hath  held  you  in  its  mystic  trance. 

And  know  thyself,  Manasseh's  royal  line, 

Of  sires  whoso  birthright  springs  from  Palestine! 

List  to  the  Tidings  borne  upon  the  breeze, 

With  eager  minds  upon  the  Message  seize. 

That  comes  from  dust  in  whispers  low  and  still, 

From  out  the  archives  of  Cumorah's  hill! 

Your  buried  prophets,  speaking  from  the  ground, 

In  oracles  that  bear  familiar  sound, 

Announce  the  Truth,  now  springing  from  the  earth 

To  usher  in  the  great  Millennium's  birth. 

Proclaim  this  truth,  in  thunder-speaking  tones. 

From  polar  climes  to  austral  torrid  zones. 

And  let  the  Gospel-bearing  echoes  sound 

To  the  everlasting  mountains'  utmost  bound! 

Till  North,  the  South,  from  sunrise  till  its  set, 

From  Jewry's  phiins  to  the  vales  of  Deseret, 

Shall  join  in  one  tremendous  voice  to  sing 

The  glory  of  the  world's  Almighty  King. 

O.  I.  Whitney. 
Kirthiml,  Ohio,  Xo>\,  1877. 


